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THE REPUBLIC: SUNDAY DECEMBER 28, 1902.

THE MASSACRE OF DONALD MACLEAN AND HIS | HIGHLANDERS: Iw;{*‘:f»jﬁlef’arg,ﬂ“*: ihe Lﬁ""_f of
AMOS STEBBINS'S MARCH TO THE Madame Duse, Who Comes to St, Louis Tt
RELIEF OF FORT CHARLOTTE.

A “Tale of the Fronticr.
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Captaln Maclean turned

question.” replied
EK you two or three of

Stabbins, [ must
Iy 0wl

“Excuse me, my good fellow,” sald the
officer, tartly; “Il iz my place to ask ques-
tlons apdd vours to answer them. I am in
command here”

“You a nat command of me,”" said
Stebhins, “I am a free man, un-

I did not come to
command, but as an
nds at Fort Charlotte
I was probably the only one In
company who could get through, 1
have got through, and hers T stand, will-
ing to do un obligement, but not to be

der the
this place

by

ob

They

knew that

their

moved by threats”

Captain Maclean iooked him up and down,
anger In his eyes,

“You are a free man, are you? I would
have you know that personal liberty must
always give way Lo the general safety, and
so far a2 power goes I am In poseession of
fit. I ¢ order you out to be shot as a
rebel to authority. and will not even
court-martinled because of IL."

‘“That can you not'” sald Amas calmly,
“hecuusr At the first move to Iny han
on me I'll =end a buliet throngh your heart,

and all your men cannot save you.™
"Who indulges In threats now? gsked
Sha (Tavitais i rently unafrald.

| with the Indiana.

i eried the C:

be |
| esteem Is a very wonderful thing, woods-
| man."”
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WIHILE MORAY PLAYED THE SAVAGES PREPARED FOR AN ATTACK.

I was but glving vou & warning in re-

turm fog, vour ¢ ivn o me.

“It wTs quite unuecvssary,” repliod the
Captain: “for T had no lntentlon of coercing
you. The question is, Are you to gulde us

12 OF #ro you pot?”
vour mepn through
aling <evil among
a contempluous
piper.
answered the Captaln.
way a3
. For twenty mlles there is
rt read untll you comsa to the log
was burnt; aflter that you will
a path throw
The way ig blazed, aud even you can-

T}
to Fort Charlo
“Do vou Intend
in & bodéy wilih that
them?'" asked Amos,
wave of his hand t«
“Certainly."
LhAs o | T 36l

sq
with
ward the

uo pulde, The

mi=s it.”"
"ou will not go with us, then?

“You admit yourse!f to be & coward?”

e

“And I was told you were a great Indlan
fighter."

“The Indians are more afrald of me and
my one damsged ritle than of you and your
hundred men, and they have reason to be

“Yet ou won't murch with us?'

“No."

“You prefer . warm Christmas dinner in
the stockaude to a cold meal In the forest,”
gakl the oflicer, sarcastically.

“Whe wouldn't?" Inquired Amos.

Captain Macienn gazed upon the imper-
turbabie bushranger wlih a smile of easy
nece.

“If ¥
you do?

“I would te up that windbag with Its
seroeching tubes and leave It in the stock-
ade wivh half of your men to see that It
didn't breuk loose again. The other half 1
should put into sume sensible dress, cover

u wers In command, what would

up their kness, place moccusing on thelr
feet dnsteus of tonouse clumsy, thick-soled
Louts, aud glve them woolen or buckskin

mlttens for their hands, Then I should
walt ull night tell and lead them up the
river on the lce. 1 would infict the ceath
preoaldly odoany moan who woispered or
Ao W nse louier thuan 4 shadow malkes
in pussing. Al certidn pounts they would
have 0 cawl in budisn e on tnelr hands
i Kuwes in the decpest snadow of the
bank. “'he
than e
j.‘y ]L

wiky 13 longer and
weod  road, but we
Chigriotte before duy

td=Nusl
cruvuakeder
would rvaco
Lrome."™

“Eut supposs you were spled? We would
b dnoa tiap on the joe with the Indians on
the hlgh banks."

“We wowd not be spied, Captain: but if
we were, we would lie low in the shudow
und let them fire in the darkness,”

Captain Maclean  laugbed heartlly and
cried: “Weill, my brave woodlander, you
counsel greater precautions than if we had
te mect & European army. 1 see the In-
dinns have frighteéned you, so | think a
siern lesson Is noeied,”

“I quite agree with vou" sald Stehbins,
drlly. A lessen s needed, but who shall
e teacher and who pupil s another mat-
i!'[-"

“There i5 no question about that,". udded
the Captaln, conlidently, =

“None in my mind, Captain,*
Amos,

“The short snd long of It is, slr.” said
the Captain severely, “that you prefer the
salely of the stockade to a Jdangerous
march with us through the forest™

“Exactly, Captain.”

“And you will remain here In shelter
while we are fighting for the lives of vour
comrades In Fort Charlotte?*

“No, Captain, T cannot remaln {n the
stockade. I go at once 1o the settlement
seven miles further down the river. There

riplied

I s=hall collect a score or more of my own *

stripe, who know mnothing of marching,
countermarching, and right whealing: men
who are scquainted with the woods and
At the head of this band
1 ehall go myszelf to the relief of Fort Char-
lotte*

“God gfe's a guld concelt o' oursai’s
ptain, scoffing. ““You propose,
then, to accompllsh with twenty men what
we shall fail to do with a hundred? Self-

“A wvory dangerous
some occasiona'
Agiin the Coptaln laughted. He wam g
good-natured officer, popular with his men,
who would have followed him anywhere.

thing, Captain, gn

1 the forest to Mort Char- |

He turmned from the backwoodsman and
shouted to his piper:

“Are you ready, Angus?”

“Aye, sl

*“Then let us have “The XMurch to Bat-
tle ™

The plpes burst forth with the stirring
#train, the player's foot beating time on
the hard ground. At a word from the com-
mnandar the little company set forth, keep-
Ing step to the martial music and headsd
by the brave piper, the resonant drones
flung over his shoulder and the ribbons
fluttering as he strode along In a few
minutes the forest hed swallowed them up,
but throngh the crisp alr ecame hiack the
ever-lessening musle of the march, and
none of the spectators moved until at last
gllence foll once more on the stockade, then
Amor Btebbins threw his rifle over 4ia|
shoulder, breathed a deep sizgh and slouched
off in the direction of the msttloment, mur-
muring te himself, “Peor fellowe, poor fel- |
lows." i

Meanwhile the doomed compuny tramped
briskly along the rough rond thriugh the |
foreat. All nature seemed frozen Into a si- :
irnew that waos broken only by the Impnet |
of wall-shod feet sn the fron-hard read.
and even that seund became dendensd ns
they penetrated further and further finto
tha forest, for the dried leaves that had
fallen in the autumn made a thick carpet
under foot. The plper soon ceased to play,
needing all his breath for his tramping. |
Now and then the stiliness wag shasterad
by a sharp crack llke a rifle shot. hut the
Highlunders knew this to be the uction of
the frost on n tree here and there, for the
woither grew colder s the advaneed
The elooum of the forest scemed to affoct
the spirita of the marchers. Thev trudged
on in a sullen silence that win 80 |
the mystery of the widernoss.  Once. when
Angus Moray tuned up his pipes to put @ |
spring in the uncenslng 2tep:  wostwar), |
Capiain Maclean curtly commanded him to |
be still. The officer was pondering on the
pessimlam of the backwoodsman, and the
foreboding which he made light of In the
epen by the stockade, pressed down upon
him In the somber shadow of the tall guunt
trees,

After the short halt for lunch at milday
the Captain drew out from the company
six men to act ns scouts, two to the right,
two to the left. and two in front of the
iittle company. These men he bugled in
every half hour, and six others tock the
plaves of those Ip from the outlouvk. The
officer was s:mewhat encouraged by the
haif-hourly reports of hi= watchers No
trace of an Indlan was to be sean. It ap-
pearcd that all life In the forest had been
numbed by the cold, not even a black
squirrel crossed the trail Of birds over-
head thers were none, yet not for one mo-
ment since they entercd the forest had the
unfortunate company besfn out of sicht of
thelr enemy, who, sllent-footed, had kept
step by step with them,

As the short day was drawing to Its cloan
the cond mned marched wearily down a
slight deeclivity to croes a fraten stream,
when suddenly the woods all around them
blazed with fire. It was a staggering blow,
and an eighth of the company sank fo the
frozen earth, lenving the survivoers stand-
Ing dazed with the suddonness of the entas-
trophe. The ringing eall of thelr Captain
roused them from thelr momentary stupor.

*“Fix bavonets! Right face! Charge!™

Into the gloom to the rizht of them with
laveled weavons and a wild Highland ye'l
the remnant roshed with undrunted cour-
age. Moray had the wind-bag under his
arm, the drones flung over his shoulder. his
nimble fingers on the chanter, and out upon
the turmoil screnmed the martinl strains of
“The Rout at Lamouch.” The Highlanders
in their kmpetuocus rush met no oppasition.
Maclean cried “Halt!" as he came upon the
tomahawked and scalped bodlies of his two
Northern scouts lylug on thelr faces silently
killed from behind. Charges south, east,
west, proved equally futile. There was no
trace of any foe in this secret fastnesees

The bolles of the other four scouts were
braught in and lald with thelr dead com-
rades. The wounded eryving for water, were
bent eyer and administered to by their sur-
viving fellows: then the second volley
binged out and the third. Captain Maclean
fell to his knees, grievously wounded,

“0Oh, my brave Clansmen." he gasped,
“led to your death by me, a fool. God for-
give—" A bullet In the head ended e
with gelf-reproach, A scant half-dozen ='00d |
back to buack firing useless rounds Into the |
darkening  forest. The pipes saddenly
eceused, and as the stunned body of their

'and lucklly

: He drained

{ certrlndy to h

mensurelesg dirge for the dead around them

As the last mun sank to hi'a eternal rest
the woods resoundad with the exultant yvell
of the sivage. und the horde poured down
w that no dsn-
it. tomahawking
still a breath of

pon ny. n
gor wias to he fenre J
tiping all who had
them,

thot strucl the plper aaved his
d torn across the
g a red, matted
the blow that had
i partially deatroyed hls

the prone o

aml s~

1Y left in

trhed, however, hiy o
. chuenter. The sinrs of
midnleht were looking down upon hlm when
Le recovered consclonsnecs, sitting up amd

hand he sly to his unbon-
A raging thirst consumed him,
the wiarmth of hiz bady had
kept the water In his bottle from freezing.
It with n s'sh of satiafaction.
His firet curs wae of hils pipes. Tenderly he

utting his
neted head,

oxumined the drones and found them nn-
brokin, the chanter and mouthplers were
unhurt., and experiment showed that tka

hag did not leak.
why he had laln down so carelesaly upon
them. The keen nir gquivered with the thrab

j Slupor

He coulldl not understand ,
i yous

of hi= tuning. Everything was as 1t shouvld ¢

be, and Moray was sati=fled as he rose un-
: feet. Where was the reel-
ment? How had he beoome separated from
it? He snw nothing of the sturk congrega-
tlon nround him, @ wis confident the
clarlon sent forth would saon et them know
hig wherenbou He struck
of the Clan,"” nurched stag
waat, stumbling in the

[}

ow In the darkness of the forest. This, he
him=elf, must be the camp tire of
ciempany. Fauslng a fow moments
gather bLrewth, once more he brougit the
pives into action, pealing forth the pathetic
phiroch, “Come Back, Maclean.”

“That will bring them,"” he sald to him-
seif, “If anything will."”

In the still air of the early morning the
guid stradn cartied for throush the breaih-
less turest Tlhree aifferent bodles of men

i £ a nnte.
i il tramping were too much for his
exhausted budy, so he ceased to play and
stumbled stubbornly on for more than two
h when he suw ahead of him g red
s

11 to

heard It with varying emotions, although
those (0 whopt 1@ was pluyed lay far in tne
reur, deat tw s appeal. Tne unxicus

wulchers at Fort Charlotte heard and roe-
ognized the [aint sounds, Crying:

*Thank God, the Highlanders are coming?!
We saved!”" which indeed they were,
though not by the Hignlauders, unless
through their sacrifive

The sceond group o hear were forty-thres
sinewy woodmen led by Amos Stelbins,
with moccusined feet, stealthily along the
soundless jee of the river. Instanrtly their
leader's plun was charg

“My God!” he whispered. “Listen to
that! With the luck of fools they have
blundersd throveh almost to the Indian

t they would have heen
hours age, That's why we've
gted. Imugine sane men play-
the woods llke that at 3 in the

eamp I

wiped out
bren unmo
ing through

thouy

morning, every tree govering an Indlan! [
can't undepstand It
gool.

Ay wooderaft is no
The Tully of the husiness must have
the «lsk!ns. They perhaps

pght an army wias behind them., There
will be «u flght they near the camp, Let
us make directiv Tor it and fall on the sav-
ages In the rear. We may pull the High-
unders through yet'

Amd so, with a c¢raft superfor to the In-
dians' own and a stealth equal to theirs,
the band of ploneers deserted the river and
mide aeross-country for the camp.

The third body of men to hear the pibroch
was the Indians themselves, and to their
souls it struck superstitious fear. They
knew they had killed and scalped every
man In the company, and now that heathen
music ealled on them to fAght their ghosts,
All round the camp fire the savages sprang
to thelr feet, then scattered out of the clir-
cle of Ught, trembling as they awaited the
supernatural
and rifte could combat the dead as they had
slaughtered the living. Nearer and npearer
came the weird music, and at last into the
glare of the camp fire marched a strange
figure, face ghestly pale, head bares byt
erect, ribbons fluttering gayly from (he
tubes over his shoulder. Nothlng human
has n more Imposing swagger than a piper
full-kilted In nction, playing his best. Round
and round the well-trodden path that en-

| ¢ireled the camp fire strode Angus Moray,

the warmth at first graleful to him, then

player fell across them they wailed out @ gradually bringing on an unaccountable

i) |
[ |

viglt, doubtful if tomohawk :

“The Rally |
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ELEGXNORA DUSE

ruin a photograph taken at Genoa

il

WEITTEN FOR TilE SUXDAY REPUBLIC,
Elieonara Disse, who comes to St. Louls
fur the fi time this week, has written
her memoirs. Thev exhibit in a wonderful
t‘&y the strange temperament of this art-
ste,

When she
a8 great deal

was last In the United States
wis written sbout the fiact
that &he always refussd 1o be Interviewed.
The stute of mind reveslsd by her memolrs
thi= attitude towards the public.
wra Matllda Serrao, Italy’s greatest
nin writer, wlll publish Duse’'s memajrs,
I came to her in the shape of letters
¢n by the groat artiste
1 glynora sayvs that she has preserved
the tdentity of the letters throughout. Her
duties 89 the editor consisted principaily in
a methodical arrangement of the material
piacea at her disposal.

Mme., Dus=s's memoirs begin as follows:

Renidnlscences?

No. I don't want 1o remember,

1 um what 1 am.

What I have been is past,
only forget my disappointments, my
Elvs, my abasements.

No. I must not forget the battles I have
fought—not these, but everything els:, ev-
erything.

Still, can it be done?

Ah! if I could
strug- l

| to things and eventa that huppens

T rouse himself
pibroch ke wa
citing strathspey
Hstening Indlans the ¥
tingle and the erouchihe flour
into the step of the war duncs
chief was on the alert. Why had this

been sent alone into the very conter of the
wir camp? The others muat be lurking
near. No savags came within th cle of
lteht untfl they were eertaln tha

wns ab=olutely alone
sgkirmishing into the
the piper's fellows
to denl with men
aml thev returned
porting the fores
the fated plper clo
as if premonitien touc
beenme less and less eertaln. and he stng-
gered ns if dlzzy with his round.  Enddenly
tha playving censel. and the niper saw he-
fore him his Captain, repronch on his white
fare.

*Why are vou here,
sternly, "Hiting dance m
is waulting for you?"

“Ah, Captain, T hove been looklng for
ell through the forest 1 have been
tnoking for vou' =ald Angus. drawing hls
hand across his brow.

*'We are !l here and walting for you™

The plper gazed broad with a smile on
his face, and thers in the avenues of the
forest he snw his compuny, stunding nt at-
tention,
y pialn, I am ready™ He hitched up his

wiunlly fn on
t circle, and,
« him, his playing

Anpgie' he asked

* when the clan

pipea and pirode forwnrd as t leaconding
temuhawk frem Fehingd sank ints s skull,

A wirwhoop woent up a= the g fell, but

v the ecrnck of riflex all

Phe minsepere of the night

T &

1, bt this

hefore was re
return fire from the =sentence
knew that the Greast Spirlt had ¢
ghozts to refurn and massuaerny
mudi no effort at useless A
Teally folded the (b4 mil st
down by the plon
Amos and his coms ¥ had surrounded the
camp, but held the ire, hoping to save the
piper.  The downfall of the demented man
was the unpremeditnted signal of attack,
and if Angus played his fellows to the redlm
of the unzeen, thilr foemen must have ne-
compunied them within sound of the musie.
“Poor fellows,” Amog had =aid as he gaw
the Highlanders mareh fortdh from the
stockade,  “Poor follow,” he murmured as
he helped to separale the dead plper from
the heap of dead foes mas-od about him,
and to lay him in a4 nook among the trees
by himself. The plonecrs Knew that 310 rem-
nant of the company had escaped, nnd being
pri cal men, that turned their though's
from the dead to the living, as was the
necessity in those grim timesa. The garrison
at Fort Charlotte had never becn wiracked
in the open; no Indian’s life was risked by
an aseaull on the stronghold, and even if
the chief had known he was 1o captire the
place by storm and lose but one brave in
the fight, he would never have glven the or-
der to cherge. The reckless cournge of the
white man {rom over the s
looked upon as mere madness,
the foe by the Great Spird
coolnesa of the ploneer, secking cover =
ways and dealing out death when he could
the Indian understond and appreciated. but
he could not comprehend the insanity of
uniformeq soldiers. In his I-a-l.».t-.-ur-_rlr{.: of |
Fort Charlatte, the chief and his men de- |
pended on an aliy more potent that them-

> ich Indian
llowa] the
'm. They
. Lt sto-
ol to be shot

cast
The stealihy

over

f
(i}

he stopped the |

| you proud, full of pretentions, arrogant.

« with no !

selves—siarvation.  All source supply
was cut off. and time did the rest. If it took
one month or ten. it mattered nothing to the
red man; a creature of infinite patience, 10
whom time was valueless, The garrisen fn
the fort was chewing Ita lamt moceasin, und
the Indlan behind the tree knew i and
could walt, ready to shoot with deadly ac-
curacy if a head showed atove the wail
himself unsesn. :

Amos had not closed an eve for two nights
and one day, tmaveling nearly the whole
time, yet he was as bright and actlve as
any of his following. He had come throush
to the stockade in the nizht, starving, and
there had edten and filled his pouch with
pemmican—that marvel of food invented by |
the red man for the sustenance of himself
on the march, and now adopted by his
enemy. It wns composed of lean venlson
dried and shredded, mixed with berpies.
packed into a bag of deerskin, and eonsall-
dated by having the melied fat of the desr
poured over it and through it. A slice ;ﬁf
this in the pouch, snd a woodman wij
march for days on (L.

The rellef party had taken from tha Sat-
tlement what food they could carry on an
rapld a Journey, but the moment It wps
koown that & fight was in prospect, the

Time snd agaln our thoughts travel back

One panndtl help remembering what has,
at oue period of our life, torn our heart.
made It blesd and tremhle, made it c-‘:w‘,-r[
undd sutfer,

We cannot escape the thoughts of what
has been and does exist In spite of us,

They are like mildew on the ives of our
mental diary.

QUERIES FROM STRANGE
MEN AND WOMEN.

And then come men and women-—persons
vou have never seen—strangers for whom
you care not and whoe do not care for you—
to ingulre who you are anid what You are;
whit you f+#l, what you thini.

They want to know all about vour past
When you refuse to receive them, when
you Jdo not anzxer thelr questions, they call

Arrogant, dand why?

Because you will not tell them what you
nre afraid o tell yourselif—what frightens
you, what you mean to keep a secret from
your own heart.

Events of my iife?

There are many of them, but what Jooks
to me ke an event, an occurrence that
perhaps forced upon me the part 1 am now
plaving In the world, the mark-tones of
iy He—In short, to another they may ap-
prar stale and emply and unprofitable accl-
denta

. " 9 »

Yes, T have had many experiences; too
many, but they were not experiences in the
sense which the sensation-hungry mob alone
recopnizes,

They were mora llKe trials—trials that
Bty me many tears, and the remems-
brunce of which makes me cry, cry, cry
every time when I play Lydla di Moruns in
the drama “Visitors at the Wedding.'"

I fvel then as if my svul were ready to
g0 vut with one great sob.

It was twelve years ago, 1In Rlo,

The yellow fever went from house to
house, from palace to hut, gathering in
vietims,

We play-sctors played.

Une day at rehearsal Diotti appeared with
the pallor of death on his brow, tred, hard-
Iy able to stand on his feet

“What ails thee? For God's sake, telll”

“Nothing; a strange feeling. My head is
not right—but, come, let U9 make a stard.”

And he did begin.

I saw he waa pot himself.

I suw him tremble as £ shaken by in-
tepee cold.

BROKE DOWN IN MIDST
OF EXCITING SITUATIUN.

“Do not attempt the impossible,” 1 sald,

“1 am going to close the theater.”

“And thy fortune?' he made unswer.

“All thy money is at stake.

“1 will be better to-night

“Let us proceed with rehearsal.”™

Buddeniy, In the midst of an exciting sit-
vation, he broke dowiw

It waa the [ever.

The fever that never lets up on a being
marked for destruction.

¢oeust

What were we to do?

We had to piay, because we were under |
contract. ]

We had to play, because a good n:.un)'l
tivkets had been sold.

shortly before che sal’+d for America))

We had to play, becauss the Shylockien
Imnre io wanted hi= pound of flesh,

We had to play while he was lying alone,
deserted, fighting the hattie of desth,

- & s &

On the first sveninr—*"Fedorn.**

The house, as stated id out, and T—-3
fatlure In all that the word implles.

The theator—a greal, Immense structure;
I mys=elf small, insigniticant; a person of no
consequence.

My volce—how should my veice penetrate
Intg the parterre?

I belfeve [ might ns well have gaid “"Loris,
I love thee" as “Loris, leave me'"; nobody
would have known the differsance,

Add to this that there was a continuous
whispering and murmoring in all parts of
the house, in the boxes, in the galierfes,
evirywhere, all the time, from the begin-
uing up to the curtaln's fall

My heart, my head, my voice—they seemed
not to belong to me at all

I had no power over elther.

1 was thinking of bim all the time; of him
alone.

At last the performance closed.

I run home, sind in the darkness of my
rutm threw my:zeif on the flgor.

1 had never felt so lonely before.

Next day—intermission.

We played only three times in the weele

The newspapers gave their final decision.

They sald 1 had a certain something about
me ibat attrpcted attention, but my volce—
well, hulf of what 1 said they could not
hear, and the other half théy were unable
the understand.

The day foliowing we had our second per-
formance, “Denise*

The theater—that immense baro—empty.

Only thres or four rows of seats were
taken, and to the right and left two or
thres boxea .

My poor Deni=e, =0 =imple, =0 devold of
all sensatlonal elements—no tollats to speak
of, no jewels—the audience listened to her
during the first act,

AUDIENCE CRIED WITH
HER IN ONE SCENE.

They pald her some attention im the ses.
ond act

In the third sct I had a crying scene, and
I cried real tears, and the audience cried
with me.

Mine was victory. but the battls was not

entirely won yet, for the part of Fernando .

was essayed by gnother.

He who had been my Fernando was still
battilng with death.

And the thought of him, of the patlent
sufierer, would never ceass to agitats me
that evening.

It stood between ma and the part I was
trying to piay.

He always was befors me, cold, paliid,
shaking, iy features disiwrted and his
eyes glassy.

In vain did I try to throw oft this feeling.

In waln did I argue with myself that art
demands from its fullowers the sacrifice of
self-negarion.

1 could not be otherwise,

He was always belore moe—that poor man,
that guod m who never barmed anybody
in the worid

He was tw dle amid strangers, while we,
his fricnds, payed comedy,

Comnedy, lpdeed! s thers anything more
Lheutrie than Lia?

And there beivre those glorious,
blessed toothi~hix

1 pruyed: U, Madonna, save my friend.

Save hun, for he ues o latbyr sod &
mutiier, whose only hope o lite be is.

Save hun aud ke e in Lis stead

Lol fue die, el tue luse eva YUung—mny reé=
nowin, iy Lelenils, WYy cdlWe—Lul save
bao,**

Lwo duys luter and all was at en end.

Ald we couUilded paying comedy.

A5 L0 s sell, 4 Draped BUCCeSs Upon suce
Ccoss, uod every tridiupn 1 corned increused
my sorrow, iuade e lDure wreiched,

Un the evelng ul Luuils desto day &
Played boriiaiida,.

And then and there I became whut 1 am.

Then and there 1 fealt for the first tme
that 1 had & heart, that 1 hud soul und
bivod In thut Deart.

Then and there I learned that life {s nok
basc; only sorrewful aud hard to bear, This
1 feit,

Do you call It an event?

[ don't know whether It is Important
enongh to be 5o clissed by others.

As for me It was the marz stone of my
life,

A life—In a life.

those

gupply was cached at the river bank, for
tighting men must travel light. There was |
no need to return for [t. The larder of the
Indiang was easlly found, Frozen deer were
hanging from the lower branches of trees. |
Festoons of fat wild turkeys, the most de- |
licions game In the worid to roast, were |
suspended from sapling to sapling. Baskets
of dried berriés were in plenty, for the In-
dinn looks well to the commissariat when
in camp.

*1 don't suppose these Injuns thoueht
they were provisionleg Fort Charlotte when
they collected this provender,'” sald Amos
dryly. *This is an uncertaln world, boys '
Anvhow, we'll give the folks a bang-up
good Christmas dinner, an' If the grocer
hnin’t sent anything In since 1 left, I'll

guarantse they won't be no complaints
about the food.”
“Amoa' commentsd cne of his men,

“you've been =o long awake that you've lost
count of your almanac. We'd ought to a-
given you Christmas dinner before you left
the Sattlament so's you'd remembered. To-
day's day after Christmas. You've lost
track o' time”

“No, I hain't, Sam.," replled the imper-
turbable Amos. “Christmas, T take it, Is a
aort of éay of deliverance fur pocr benight-
o human sinners like you and me. When
dellverance comes. then the dayv it comes |s
Christma=, whntever the calendar =avs
Dona't you tle wo much to dates, Sam

1

* only think so."

(Copsright. 1302, by Hobert Bare) ‘_.d

can come in mld-summer as well
mid-winter. Now, two of you get &
and silng on them baskets of berrfed,
Each of the rest of you tuke a turkey, tilt
you've got 'em all  Others chop up this
on nnd taks as much as you can carry,

we'll mol ar Fort Charlotte, and
they'll be gladder to see us then if we wus
Injuns"

The ladened party went silently through
the forest, ons followlng another, taking as
much precaution as if the wools were stiil
their enemy. FProgress was slow, and the
reluctant belated duylight had come before
they reached the clearing round Fort Chape
lotte,

“Merry C
loudest wvol

Une head, then another and another ap-
penred above the parapets. It was long

..

hristmaal” shouted Amos In his

.

| since the denizens of the fort dared show

sculp above the logs, and even now there
was & crouching attitude of the shoulders,
as If each man were ready to duck,

“That you, Ames? Thank the zood Lord ™

“Merry Christmas, T suld Jim!"” responded
Amaos,

“Is this Christmas? We'd forgntten all
about (. Well, the same to you, Amos;
same to

“There.” sali

T tell you? +f

v Amos to Sam. *“What 414
cours it's Christmas If yog

-

el S m——




